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Too much Horror Business 


In the time it had taken Kirk Hammett to turn his face under the showers spray to rinse the conditioner out 
of his black curls and out again the temperature in the room had gone from steamy to freezing. 

Sticking half of his body out of the shower experimentally he frowned as his damp skin instantly formed goose 
bumps. 

‘What the Hell? He asked out loud and frowned harder when his breath became visible as he spoke. 


Had late October in LA suddenly turned bitterly cold? No- He felt sure he would have heard something in the 
weather reports if there was going to be some unexpected cold snap happening. Besides the central heating 
system was on, or at least he thought it was. He stood half in and half out of the shower for a moment 
trying to listen to the hum of the radiators but could hear nothing. Odd. The electrician he had hired to come 
out and inspect the mansion before he bought it had said that the heating system was in great shape. True, 
he hadn't needed to run it much since moving in- With just coming back off tour and since moving out of the 


house he had been sharing with Rebecca.. 


He shook himself out of it and reluctantly turned the taps off stepping out of the lingering warmth from the 


shower he hastily covered himself in a thick cotton towel. The tiles felt icy under foot and sent chills up his 
spine. He cast one glance at the fogged up mirror before retreating to his bedroom. As soon as he crossed the 
threshold the chill was gone. Turning he stuck his head back into the bathroom, it was like putting his head 
inside a freezer. He stepped back again, warm. Again he stuck his foot experimentally into the bathroom- 


freezing. Kirk shrugged and pulled the door closed to the bathroom fighting off a delayed shiver. 


Turning now he took in the sight of his new bedroom. Boxes still waiting to be unpacked were pushed up against 
the wall. The floorboards were a dark cherry wood almost black the banisters of his four poster bed were 
hand carved matching the detailing in the french window frames. He gave a nod of approval. So what if he had 
hastily bought the house from the agent? He had made far more impulsive desicions in his life than buy a 


house. 


He moved to his walk in closet, opened the door, paused and stared. His jacket was swinging on its hanger as if 
someone had just disturbed it. Only no one had. He shook his head at himself and snorted. So? He must have 
opened the door too quickly and created a draft or something. No big deal. Despite his own very rational 
explaination he'd given himself he still couldn't shake the uneasy sensation crawling along the back of his neck. 
With the speed of a stricking snake he snatched up the shirt and pants out of the closet and closed the door. 
Stepping back he clutched the items of clothing to him like he anticipated some sort of retaliation After a 
moment he laughed out loud at himself, feeling foolish. Sure, he liked to believe in the supernatural but did he 
really think he had a boogeyman lurking in his closet? 


He was still inwardly laughing at himself once he had dressed and made his way back to the bathroom. He need 
to brush his teeth- frosty temperatures or not. He braced himself and cautiously turned the door handle but 
found that the bathroom was as warm as the bedroom now. He sighed with relief and approached the sink. 
Glancing up his breath caught. Written across the damp surface of the mirror were the words ‘Death lives 


here’ in something wet and crimson. 


Still clutching his toothbrush he hastily back tracked out of the bathroom and was down the steps, through 

the living room and outside in an instant. Standing barefoot he stood in the courtyard glancing up at the three 
story mansion, his bedroom window illuminated he watched as a figure passed in front of it and then vanished. 
He stood there for quite sometime paralysed with indecision watching for more activity from the house-when 


it seemed unlikely- and when he finally got too cold he decided to brave going in doors again. 


He made a bee line for the telephone and quickly dialed Stewart- he had been the head of security when they 
were on tour and was living a few blocks away he would be likely to get here faster than the police would. In 
as few words as possible Kirk tried to explain the situation to him over the phone. 

‘You think you've got an intruder! He barked through the reciever making Kirk wince like he was concerned 
with being overheard. 

‘Look- I'm not sure, maybe its just a bunch of kids or something just messing around.. 

‘You call the cops. I'll be there in a minute’ 

Feeling more relieved now that help was on its way after he called the police he grabbed his packet of 


cigarettes and went outside to wait. 


He was half way through his second cigarette by the time Stewart bounded out of his truck and up the drive 
a heavy Maglite flashlight in hand like he was out to deal some damnage. 

‘Where are they? He demanded scruntizing the exterior like he could intimidate the weatherboarding of the 
house into telling him. 

‘Ah-I'm not sure, | haven't seen anyone since the bedroom-" 

Apparently that was all the invitation he needed, Stewart tore inside and raced up the steps two at a time 
leaving Kirk to greet the police officers as two squad cars rolled up behind the truck. This wasn't quite the 
housewarming he'd had in mind. 


Creeping Death 


Hours later Kirk and Stewart remained in the bedroom as two officers stood in the bathroom examining the 
scene. He was partly relieved that the ominous message was still there and not just a figment of his 


imagination. 


He handed the notebook back to the young sergeant that had asked for an autograph. 

‘Theres no signs of forced entry. Are you sure this place was locked? 

He asked after happily pocketing his signature. 

‘Yes.Ah, no wait- l'm not sure if | locked the garage’ He confessed. 

‘Mm. Well at least you're aware that this was the work of an intruder then- perhaps just a crazy fan? He 
said lightly, almost rocking on the balls of his feet just beside himself to have been called out to Kirk 
Hammett's pad rather than chasing down misdemeanors. 

Kirk frowned puzzled ‘yeah, maybe, but what else could it have been? 

‘Oh well you know- during this time of the year especially you get all kinds of crazies thinking their place is 
haunted or something’ 

He told Kirk and Stewart conversational with a knowing glance like the young officer was just all too aware of 
crazies. 

‘You don't say... 

Stewart quipped looking less interested by the minute now that it was apparent he wasn't going to be kicking 
any asses, as was his specialty. 

‘How many people would you say know that you live here? 

Asked the officer this time with more of an officious tone as he retrieved his note pad again flipping to a new 
page. 

‘Um- well, | sent out invitations recently.!'m planning on having this Halloween party in a few days, so, quite a 
few people’ He admitted sheepishly scratching the back of his head. 

‘Can you think of anyone that might have wanted to do this deliberately? you know, send you some kind of 
message" He asked, pen poised and ready. 

‘Well | might have suspected by band mate Lars but this doesn't really seem like his style he would have 
wanted to have seen my reaction’ 

Stewart snorted his agreement, the heavy man taking a seat on the edge of the bed. 

‘Anyone else? Pissed off any paparazzi lately? 

He fished, waving his hand to prompt Kirk into revealing more. 


‘Ah- No. None that | can think of.. 


The cops clustered around his bathroom sink debating what the substance would likely be. One was of the 
opinion that it was barque sauce the other seemed to think that it was likely to be a corn syrup mixture with 
red food dye. Just then more men joined them wearing suits this time instead of a uniform they carried with 
them suitcases. Kirk found himself impressed and interested despite himself. He watched transfixed as one of 
the men swabbed a sample of the stuff from the mirror and dropped it into a vial, capping it. 

A fourth started coating the bathroom in what looked like ash in search of fingerprints. The guy that had 
taken the swab then sprayed the mirror with a can of Luminol and turned off the lights. The grisly message 


glowed. 
‘ts blood alright he confirmed flipping the lights back on again. 
Kirk heaved a sigh not realizing he had been holding his breath. 


‘You're probably going to have to start thinking about who your enemies are MrHammett The officer 
informed him gravely with a sorry shake of his head. 

‘That's ridiculous! This kid ain't got no enemies!" Injected Stewart patting Kirk gruffly on his shoulder. The 
officers exchanged a look as they filed out of the bathroom. 

‘Get yourself a security system. One that won't let you forget to lock up. In the meantime do you have 
somewhere else you could stay tonight?" He asked after the forensic guys had gotten their own autographs 
off Kirk. 

‘Ahh’ Kirk thought about having to inconvenience his friends at calling them this hour. 

‘He can stay with me' Stewart managed after a yawn. The sergeant nodded ‘We'll probably be another hour 


here. We'll lock up when we leave you can go now if you want’ He encouraged. 
Kirk quickly grabbed a few things as the a forensic guy started taking photographs of the bathroom. 


‘| have seen some fucked up shit in my time but that is some creepy shit Stewart announced once they were 
safely in his truck and backing out up the street. 

‘And trust you to pick the haunted mansion’ He reprimanded whilst changing gears ‘Just wait til the others 
hear about this' he chuckled. 

‘You really think its haunted?" Kirk asked, watching his new home growing smaller in the rear view mirror. 
‘Well | certainly don't think that ex of yours snuck into your bathroom whilst you were having a shower and 
wrote you that little love letter in her blood’. Kirk frowned. No, he had a hard time imagining anyone in his life 


going that far but someone had certainly wanted to send a message. 


Welcome to my nightmare 


‘Kirk, Are you with us? 
Peter asked from the opposite end of the table. There had been a lull in the conversation and clearly they had 


been waiting on his input. 


‘Sorry- l'm here. | didn't get much sleep last night He confessed, nursing his chin in his hand. 

‘Yeah. You look like Hell! Lars volunteered, energetically chewing on gum, his leg jiggling underneath the table. 
‘Everything going alright? Peter asked, looking concerned well aware of Kirk's current divorce. Kirk shifted 
uncomfortably in his seat finding everyones focus on him. 

‘Yeah- | just had an intruder last night he said stifling a yawn. 

‘How do you know? Did they steal something? Lars demanded happy for the distraction from discussing the 
album. 

‘Ah-no. They left something. They wrote a message on my bathroom mirror in human blood' 

the police had just informed him that morning that the message had been in human blood and not barbque 
sauce as original predicted. 

James screwed his face up in disgust ‘who'd do that?" he asked Kirk genuinely confused. 

‘Someone fucked in the head, thats who' stated Jason ‘| tell you there are some sick people in the hills. Those 
kinds of people get off on-' 

‘So what are the police doing about it? 

Lars injected cutting Jason off. 

‘I've got a new security system installed and they going to have a car patroling the area at night 

Kirk repeated what the officer had told him over the phone. 

‘So basically nothing’ Lars concluded. 

‘Thats a shame to hear someone broke in to your place, Kirk Melissa and | were looking forward to getting to 
see the new place. Are you still planning on throwing the Halloween Party? Peter asked accepting that for now 
they weren't going to get any further on discussing the work on the black album. 

‘Yeah. | hope so: Kirk started uncertainly. Surely whatever had happened last night had just been a one off 
incident. 

‘Do we have to dress up for you thing? Lars wanted to know bringing his attention back to the here and now 
again. 

‘No- | guess your normal face is scary enough’ Kirk joked laughing, feeling relieved that they had moved on to 
more safer conversational ground, ducking as Lars chucked a half eatten bagel at him. 

‘Alright-alright- can we please discuss producers now?! Peter addressed them all in a more comanding tone as 


he was used to adopting when trying to draw focus back to the task. 


Kirk did his best to stay present during the meeting but Stewart had been snoring quite loudly last night and 
he had found it hard to get to sleep in the lumpy spare bed. He was looking forward to getting to sleep in his 
own bed. Maybe he could stop in at that psychic shop on the way home and see if they could recommend 


something. 


Faries wear boots 


‘You take care now, Murthel' Morgan soothed as she held the door open to her elderly client who was busy 
blotching her face with damp tissues after recieving a very emotional card reading. Murthel was a regular at 
‘Alchemy Saloon’ a psychic shop that stuck out like a sore thumb along the strip of other businesses crammed 
along High Street. The bright purple exterior and neon eyeball clashed terribly with the Subway sandwich bar 
directly opposite them. 


Morgan huffed her blonde hair out of her eyes as she watched the elderly lady hobble off towards the bus 
stop. Shaking her head she was about to return to the counter when she realised someone else was 
approaching. She froze. Was that? No. Was he? He couldn't be. He was. Kirk Hammett was very obviously 
approaching her shop and she was unable to move. 

‘Hilt She said brightly her voice almost a pitch too high as he entered the shop, moving past her. 

‘Oh, Hi, how are you going?" 

He asked as if he had been oblivious to the fact that she had been standing there staring at him. Hastily she 
closed her mouth and the door. 

‘tm fine- thanks for asking. 

Quickly she flipped the Open/Closed sign over to ‘Closed’ and locked the door just as her manager, Sarah 
returned carrying their lunch. 

She reached for the door and found it locked. ‘Morgan! What the fuck?! she demanded. Morgan jerked her head 
over her shoulder at Kirk who was examining a book on the shelf. Sarah's eyes widened in recognition and then 
she redoubled her efforts to open the door, her arms burdened with bags of chinese take away. Morgan 
clasped her hands together in a begging gesture and silently pleaded with her manager who looked at her 
furiously. ‘Let. Me. In she demanded, not having it. 

Sorry- How much is this? Kirk called from the back of the shop. Quickly Morgan yanked the draw string and 
a velvet curtain fell over the door blocking out a seething Sarah. 

‘Oh-that- that's $1995. It's an Evil Eye meant to ward off unwelcome evil forces’ 

She said pointedly at the door. Kirk quirked his eyebrow questioningly. Morgan laughed and leant on the shelf 
her elbow accidentally resting in a dish of rose quartz making the pink lumps of polished stones spill out onto 
the floor. ‘Fuck! Shit! she cursed loudly as they both bent and scooped up the stones returning them to the 
dish. The label read; rose quartz, to help increase romantic attraction She flipped the label down and then 
glared accusingly up at the ceiling where she imagined the universe was currently looking down and laughing at 
her. 

‘Thanks- Sorry about that- so ah- what brings you in today? Were you interested in having a reading? She 
asked trying to dampen down her hopefullness. She watched him as his head was bowed, focused on returning 
the book he had been holding back to its spot on the shelf. He could almost be doing her job. If he wore some 
Khol eyeliner and maybe some extra rings people would come from miles to have him read their palms. She 


shook herself out of it, maybe she was getting slightly hysterical. 


Remembering to breathe she retreated to a safe distance behind the counter where she felt sure she wasn't 
going to do something impulsive like reach out and stroke his hair. 
‘Ah no- actually | was hoping for some advice. | moved into the area recently. Into an old mansion-' 


He hesitated, smiling almost self-depreciatively like he knew what he had to say sounded ludicrous as he joined 
her by standing on the opposite side of the counter. She was hanging on his every word quickly she reached 
beneath the counter and jabbed the ‘stop’ button shutting off the CD playing the Galic Ocra Wailing Monks 
plunging the shop into blissful silence. 

‘| was wondering if you'd be able to recommend a Medium or someone that might be able to come out and see 
if they can get a reading on the place’ He finished his hands rsting lightly on the glass. 

‘Oh sure, I'm a Medium I'd be happy to come over to your place and see what | can pick up’ 

She offered. She was strictly a palm and card reader. Sarah was the medium. Guiltily she glanced at the 
window where her manager caught her eye and waved her arms exasperatedly. Morgan turned her back on 
her and smiled at Kirk. 

‘When would you like the reading to happen? 

She asked making a show of opening her diary like she'd need to figure out her schedule. 

‘Well.the sooner the better really. | was hoping to have friends around for Halloween.’ He trailed off not quite 
sure how to end that sentence. ‘Right- well..l am free tonight if that works for you. My names Morgan by the 
way’ She tried to repress her grin unable to believe her luck. 

‘Nice to meet you, Morgan. I'm Kirk’ 

She had to bite the inside of her cheek from laughing as she accepted his hand in a quick hand shake. 

‘Here-' 

She handed him a business card for him to write his address down. ‘That's my number too if you need 
directions on how to get there- its towards the end of the street 

He explained re-reading his address and number once more before handed the card over to her as she 
clutched it eagerly. 

‘Ok-Great. I'll be there at about 7. See you then! Never mind that she wasn't actually a medium no doubt he 


just had a case of rattling pipes or rats or something- she'd figure it out once she got there. 


Morgan hasitly raced to open and unlock the door before Kirk could reach it holding it open for him. 
‘Oh-excuse me' He stepped to the side to allow Sarah through as she practically toppled through the open 
door. Both women gaped after him as he returned to his car and reveresed out of the lot. 

‘You're egg roll is cold and | think someone spat in it Sarah told her. Her tone was so brittle you could 
perscribe it osteoperosis medication. She dumped their lunch on the counter as Morgan returned the sign to 
‘Open’. It was going to take more than soggy egg rolls to dampen her spirits. 

‘He gave me his number! she sang holding the card out for Charolette to examin for fraud. 

‘So what? The Metallica guitarist just decided he wanted to date a new aged girlfriend? She asked returning 
the card with a sniff. 

‘No. He thinks he might have a haunting’ Morgan informed her climbing up onto the stool still grinning. 

‘He asked me to come over and investigate’ 

‘And he asked you specifically even though he knows you have no experience with cleansing houses? Sarah 
accused pulling out the cartons of food. 

‘Look you've always been saying | needed more experience and you said | was ready to take on more roles. This 
is a great opportunity! Besides..you're going to help me, right? 

She coaxed knowing full well she was exploting their friendship. Morgan had known Sarah since highschool and 
the two rented the space above the shop ever since they had started running their own business together. 
‘Please' Morgan persisted ‘I'll let you be the maid of honour at our wedding. I'll hook you up with James!" She 


bagained which got an involuntary smile out of Sarah. 
‘| just hope for your sake that his house isn't really haunted’ She relented poking around her fried rice with 
chopsticks. Morgan hugged her gleefully accepting that as her friends blessing. 


For Whom The Bell Tolls 


‘We're all finished here. Your new security system is installed and operational! The man in overalls informed 
Kirk as he returned his screwdriver to his toolbox and handed him a thick envelope. 

‘That there is your manual and the invoice’ 

He said, hoisting his toolbox up and preparing to leave. 

‘Ah-thanks- would you mind quickly showing me how to work this thing? Kirk asked quickly before the man 
could make his escape and leave him to the mercy of the huge control panel now mounted near his front door. 
‘Sure. It's real simple. To set your personalised code you gotta hold down this yellow button and wait for the 
light to flash then enter in your unique sequence and then press the yellow button again and then after that 
you press the green button and then your code to initiate the alarms and to disengage them you just enter 
you code again followed by the red button If you fail to do so within 30 seconds a call is made to the police. 
Its all in the manual! 

He assured him, his hand on the door ready to leave. 

‘Alright well you have a goodnight, call me if you have any issues with it 

He said with a cheery wave and left. 

Kirk sighed and looked down at the heavy envelope in his hands ‘-Real simple’ he repeated to himself feeling like 
it was going to be morning before he had any of it figured out. 


Morgan loaded the gear into the back seat of her car. The ‘57 Buick Special had its original two toned black and 
cream paint job still clinging to its body. The car guzzled gas like a fish in water and it sounded like a tank. She 


loved it more than any other earthly possession 


‘| just have a bad feeling about this... Sarah said uneasily leaning against the window as Morgan buckled her 
seat belt. 

‘ls that your extra senses talking or just you feeling jealous? Morgan barbed checking her reflection in the 
rear view mirror, running her little finger around the edge of her lips battling to keep her lipstick in place. 
Sarah shook her head ruefully ‘Are you sure you don't want me coming with you- you know, to help with the 
investigation?" 

‘Nol..no, thank you, really, but | think I've got this one- besides l'm just going over to check him out-Check the 
house out! Morgan hastily amended flushing at her Freudian slip. She really needed to focus if she was going 
to get through this night without sexually assaulting Kirk Hammett, then his supposed ghosts would be the last 
thing for him to worry about.. 

‘Ok.but just..be careful alright? And try to exercise a little self restraint? Sarah cautioned but knew from 
experience that that far off look in her friends eye meant she wasn't hearing a word of it. 

‘Oh I'll exorcise something alright. Morgan muttered as Sarah stepped away from the car allowing her to 
reverse. 

‘Don't wait up’ She called and sped off up the street the gear box groaning slightly as she didn't make the 


transition smooth enough. 


Morgan sat behind the wheel of her car and simply stared up at the mansion through her windshield. It was 


huge alright and she could see why Kirk bought it. The turrets along the roof and huge arch windows made it 
seem like something Tim Burton might have conjured up. 


She pulled her messenger bag out with her and locked the car approaching the speaker box by the front gate. 


‘Hello? Kirk- it's Morgan, from the shop.. 

She explained feeling like anything she might have said in a way of greeting would just sound foolish. 

‘Hi. I'm glad you made it- I'll buzz you in’ 

She grinned foolishly at the speaker box and made hurried last minute grooming, checking her breath and 
tidying her hair. And then she waited. Glancing around the neighbourhood she began to feel slightly foolish 
loitering on his front lawn like this she wondered if the neighbours thought she was another fangirl trying to 
case the joint. 

‘Ah.Kirk® she pressed the intercom button again after the minute stretched into two. 

‘Sorry! I've just got this new security system and l'm trying to figure out how to-' 

Just then the gate clicked open and hastily she pushed it before it could have a chance to lock her out. She 
hardly had time to admire the front yard as she reached the steps Kirk opened the door and her stomach did 
some annoying knot tying. 

‘Hey- I'm sorry about that. Come in’ 

He ushered her inside while she tried to find her voice. 

‘Would you like some coffee or something else to drink? He asked closing the door behind them and showing 
her through the hall. 

‘Sure, that'd be great 

She said as she followed him looking around the house with open interest. 

‘You're still moving in? 

She said with a nod at the cardboard boxes stacked in the kitchen. Kirk put a clean filter into the coffee 
machine and scooped some coffee in before gesturing for her to take a seat at the kitchen counter, joining her. 
‘Yeah, I've owned the house for a little over a month now but haven't had much time to spend in it He 
brought his stool a littler closer and Morgan tried not to visibly react to his nearness. 

‘Oh, and you already think you're having some sort of paranormal activity going on here? 

She asked, full of understanding and concern. 

‘Well, somethings certainly going on here' 

He said reasonably enough just as the machine started filtering the whirr of the machine creating comfortable 
background noise. 

‘So what kind of things have been happening? 

She asked propping her elbows on the bench and netting her fingers together to keep her hands to herself. 
‘Well its been small things at first, stuff | couldn't really be sure was anything major. Like things being moved 
around. My wallet is never where | put it and | thought that maybe it was just me being forgetful- 

He smiled sheepishly and she had to quickly get fascinated with her nails. 

‘But then last night-' 

His change in tone made her glance at him. 

‘| was in the shower-' 

Oh god give me strength, she silently prayed for she felt as though her willpower was being mightily tested as 
he continued.. 


‘And | noticed that all of a sudden the temperature dropped. | get goose bumps and | can see my breath-' 


Her eyebrows draw together as he recounted his story, ok, maybe this is serious. 

‘| get out of the shower- | was expecting my central heating to be on but for some reason it wasn't working 
in the bathroom... 

She finds herself subconsciously leaning in closer absorbed in the tale now. 

“I go to my bedroom for clothes and its fine- my room isn't cold at all. Just the bathroom and when | went 
back in there there were words written on the mirror in blood that said ‘Death Lives Here" He frowned. 

‘So whoever left you that message did it while you were just in the next room’ 

He nodded ‘But | never heard anything. Not a footstep. Not the door opening. Nothing’ 

Just then a sudden sound came from upstairs- something like shattering glass. Kirk shot to his feet and 
Morgan shot to his arms. 


infestissumam 


Morgan reluctantly pulled back from the embrace, forcing herself out of Kirk's space. ‘Haha,.sorry about that 
She apologised sheepishly not feeling the least bit sorry but realised Kirk's focus was at the stairs leading up 
to the second floor. She hesitated only a moment before she realised he was probably waiting for her to do 
something. Drawing in a deep breath she squared her shoulders and ascended the stairs Kirk right behind her. 
‘My bedroom is that one' He pointed to the door on the left his voice hushed. 

‘You think thats where it came from? She whispered back somewhat stalling from having to go in there. He 
nodded. Her hand gripped the brass door handle- it was cold to touch. Pushing the door open she stepped inside 
and switched on the light. 


The first thing she noticed was her breath curling up around her face- her exhale visible. She shivered. 

‘Here we go again’ Kirk muttered behind her glancing around his room warily. They stood very still, Morgan was 
vaguely aware she was gripping his arm. She felt a cold wind in her face and glanced towards the windows 
relieved to have found a very obvious reason for the cold- no, the windows were sealed shut. 

Then where was the icy wind coming from? 

‘What the..’ 

Her question died off as suddenly there was rattling and shaking. The light fixture in the ceiling started 
swinging wildly, the lamp on the bedside table fell off with a loud clatter. Drawers flew open, one so violently 
that it shot out of the dresser and onto the floor spilling its contents. The curtains lashed around savagely as 
if caught in gale force winds. And then it stopped. Utterly still Morgan breathed. This time her breath wasn't 


visible any more. Whatever it was it appeared to be over again 


Without saying anything both of them backed out of the room and shut the door once they had reached the 
relative safety of the stairs she felt it was safe to talk. 

‘Has that ever occurred before? She would have to re-evaluate him if he had managed to calmly stroll into 
her shop that morning to ask for some advice if this was the kind of activity he'd been witnessing. 

‘No. Never like that He admitted, he looked shaken. She fell into silence again until they stepped outside into the 
courtyard Kirk producing a packet of cigarettes and offering her one. She didn't normally smoke but she 
accepted. 

‘So..you've seen this kind of thing before, right? He asked after taking a drag nodding his head up at the house. 
She glanced down at her feet guiltily. 

‘Yeah-sure, well maybe not to this extent. She didn't miss the look of relief on his face and felt her stomach 
knot guiltily. 

‘Yeah, theres quite a few places that are really haunted in the hills. Like you know The Comedy Store on Sunset 
Strip? That has some serious activity going on in there. Used to be a mob restaurant in the 50s and had 
some shifty dealings going on in there... 

She realised she was rambling nervously so took a deep drag on her cigarette. 

‘So you think there might be some sort of history connected to this place? He asked curiously pulling out a 
chair and offering her one from the garden table. 

‘Most definitely. really should have done some research into this place before | came here' She admitted 


ruefully. That was an understatement she really should have never agreed to have taken on such a task when 


she knew she wasn't skilled enough to handle it. Sarah would never let her hear the end of it once she found 
out. 

‘If its anyone that should have researched this place it should have been me' Kirk countered with a shake of 
his head. 

‘Its kinda cool in a way. | guess | always wanted to live in a haunted house but maybe not this haunted..So 
what do we do now? They both silently stared up at the second floor window for a moment. 

‘| just brought EMF readers and other equipment with me to try and detect if there was any activity 
here..but | think thats pretty obvious now. | guess we just need to find out why all of this is happening. She 
was inwardly pleased with herself for sounding so composed and in control. 

‘Would you mind staying the night then? 

He asked and her head whipped up so fast to stare at him slightly open mouthed. Half of her was thinking he 
couldn't pay her enough to make her stay the other half was in disbelief that Kirk Hammett had just invited 
her to spend the night. Ok- true not in any kind of romantic sense more in a strictly professional one but still 
‘Sure’ she heard herself say, ash tumbling from her forgotten cigarette onto the ground. 

‘For research’ she specified to herself. 

‘| can pay you extra for this of course He clarified They hadn't really specified on her fees but she wasn't 
going to make him draw up a cheque right now, not when she wasn't sure if she was even going to be able to 
perform what she came to do. 

So, do you think you'll be able to get rid of it? He asked stubbing out what was left of his cigarette into the 
ash tray and putting his full attention on her. She didn't even know what ‘it was. She hadn't necessarily 
believed in ghosts up until five minutes ago. 

‘If theres anyone that will be able to banish it.its me' She lied feeling her stomach tighten. She was in over 


her head in every sense. 


Don\'t pay the ferryman 


‘Good. I'm glad that you're here then 

He said with a smile that made her gape at him before she hastily cleared her throat and looked away. 

‘Have you been ghost-busting for long? He asked good naturedly as if to lighten the mood- she noticed neither 
of them were particularly eager to go back into the house. 

‘| guess you could say that. She squirmed 

‘Ive always been interested in the supernatural from a very young age the job kind of just came naturally to 
me. After my friend and |, Sarah- you met her yesterday at the shop- after we finished High School we had 
kind of a psychic hotline where we'd read people's fortunes over the phone and once we had saved enough we 
opened up the shop.. 

She finished with a self effacing grimace, tucking her hair behind her ear. 

‘So guitars huh? you been at that for long? 

She turned his question back on him and actually laughed despite only minutes before fearing for the control 
of her bowels. Kirk laughed too ‘Yeah | guess you could say I've been trying this guitar thing for a while now, 
the last ten or so years’ He nodded. It felt good to be able to make him smile she wondered if she could have 
met him under different circumstances that perhaps..She quickly snuffed that thought out she had to stay 
present. In the moment. Definitely not imagining what he might look like with his shirt off. 

‘So | guess we need to go back inside, huh? 

He said bring both of their focus back on the house once more, her smile vanished. 


‘Guess so’ she agreed sounding less than thrilled. 


‘Would you need to stay in the main bedroom-to be close to where all the activity occurs? He asked as they 
entered his kitchen. 

‘Nol..no. that wont be necessary. | can just stay in one of the spare bedrooms, thats fine... But even as she 
said it she was instantly regretting it, dreading the idea of having to sleep alone in his haunted mansion 

Kirk rubbed his jaw ‘The thing is | haven't been able to set up the rest of the rooms just yet- I'm stil 
unpacking... 

He nodded to the boxes just to the left of them. 

‘Oh-right, of course. Why don't we just stay at my place instead? She suggested eagerly. 

‘That way | can do some research on this place and you know better prepare now that | know what l'm up 
against here’ She said with false bravdo trying to hide how keen she was to get them both out of the house. 
‘Thanks for the offer- thats very kind of you but | kind of want to just stick this out. | really like this house 
and my cheques already cleared on it He laughed this time with less humour then before she tried not to 
visibly deflate. 

‘But | understand if you'd rather not stay here." He said looking down at her, a stray curl brushing against his 
forehead begging to be tucked back 

‘No. No. | came here to do a job and thats what l'm going to do. | ain't scared of no ghost she grinned and then 
cautiously glanced around as if expecting a retaliation from this ghost she wasn't scared of. 

‘Well | have the sofa bed in the living room | can make up if you don't mind sleeping there! 

he offered which she was relieved that there was an alternative at all to having to sleep in his room. 


‘Sure, that'd be fine’ 


She nodded, leaning slightly against the counter the whole evening feeling more surreal to her with each 
passing minute. 

‘ts pretty big so there'll be room enough for both of us actually..that is if you don't mind sharing. | just 
figure it'd make more sense if we're both in the one room in case anything else happens... 

He said as he rinsed out their coffee cups from earlier- the ones they hadn't had the opportunity to use yet. 
‘Of course- that makes complete sense. | don't mind at all 

Her heart pounded against her rib cage- it had certainly had its cardio work out for this week. She was going 
to be sharing a bed with Kirk. One night together in a haunted house. It was like some kind of twisted fiction a 
fan might conjure up. She shook her head. 

‘Fat lot of help all this technology did me’ 

She said nodding to her bag of equipment still sitting by the kitchen table where she had left it, unused. It 
would have looked quite impressive if she had the opportunity to whip any of it out. 

‘Do you have a ouija board or even just some pen and paper handy- maybe we could try communicating with 
it the traditional way- ask it for answers’ 


Kirk just smiled and beckoned her to follow. 


He lead her into a room she hadn't seen yet, in the front of the house just off from the hall. She presumed it 
was going to be set up to be an office or a study or something. A few tall shelves had already been 
assembled and there were several boxes labelled ‘Collectables’ against the wall. Kirk deftly tore packing tape of 
the lid of one and began rummaging through it while Morgan hung close by not quite comfortable enough to be 
alone in his house for very long. 

‘Will these work? He asked pulling out seven different Ouija boards. She let out a loud whistle as he placed 
them on the floor for her to admire. 

‘Thats quite a collection. She marvelled, touching the closest one, black with electric green embossed lettering. 
‘This is just a few of them, the rest of the collection is still in storage at the moment, but | figure we only 
need one, right? He asked standing behind her, hands on his hips. 

‘Ah yeah- you haven't used any of these in this house already, have you? 

She asked, picking up the most traditional looking one of the set- sun and moon in each corner ‘GOODBYE: 
written at the bottom. 

‘No- | only just unpacked them’ 

‘Good. Just wanted to make sure you haven't already tried communicating with your poltergeist she said 
reassuringly as he produced the matching heart shaped planchette that went with the board. 

‘No, but | guess it's been trying to communicate with me’ 


‘Well lets see what they've got to say’ she said carrying the board with her back out into the living room. 


Not of this world 


On the way back into the living room Kirk grabbed some clean sheets out of the linen closet to make up the 
fold out bed with. 

‘Should we try setting the board up out here? He asked as she placed in on to coffee table to help him pull 
the cushions off the couch still trying to mentally prepare herself for sharing a bed with him. 

‘Huh? She asked completely in a trance as she watched him effortlessly pull the bed out. 

‘Oh. Here should be fine. But actually | was thinking that perhaps its better if we don't attempt contact 
tonight~ She'd be pushing her luck too far if she was going to deliberately antagonize the poltergeist without 
knowing what she was doing. The last thing she wanted would be having to explain to everyone how Kirk had 
‘accidentally’ gotten possessed. 

‘You know- itd be better actually if we had more (experienced) people involved- the more energies used in a 
seance the better’ She told him as she helped make the bed like she had a clue. 

‘Oh, ok' He readily accepted her excuse putting some pillows back on the bed. 

‘So it'd be a good idea to invite people to part take in it- people that you can trust She said casually angling 
for him to invite his band over. 

‘When should we hold the seance? He asked, the now made bed between them. 

‘As soon as you want really, tomorrow night? 

‘Ok, sure I'll ask the guys when | see them tomorrow if they'd be interested.how many people do we need? He 
asked and she was impressed that he was taking it all in his stride he hadn't questioned her tactics once which 
was reliving because she wasn't sure if she'd quite be able to explain herself. 

‘tm going to invite some of my other psychic friends over to take part- if thats ok with you of course- but 
you can invite as many people as you want really, so long as they're open to the whole experience..basically its 
like an orgy’ 

The words fell out of her mouth before she had time to think them through, as often was the case with her. 
Hastily she clamped a hand over her mouth like she might be able to contain more from tumbling out and 
laughed nervously. 

‘| might have to reconsider who l'm inviting then’ he laughed with her. 


Her laughter died away when a new realisation occurred to her. 

‘Um, Kirk, | only have the clothes | came in.| didn't really pack for a sleep over’ she gestured to her dress 
that had taken hours for her to decide on but wasn't practical to sleep in. 

She flushed slightly as his eyes passed over her as if only becoming aware of her body now that she'd drawn 
attention to it. 

‘Ive got some stuff you can wear if you don't mind borrowing my clothes’ 

He offered, meeting her gaze as she bit back a grin 

‘That'd be great. It'd save me having to drive home again-' She was partly worried that if she left now she 
might not trust herself to return. To her horror she watched as he approached the staircase again preparing 
to climb them. 

‘Wait! You don't have anything down here | could wear? She caught up with him placing a hand on his arm to 
stall him. He shook his head ‘Sorry its all upstairs- besides | need to get my toothbrush out of the bathroom. 


You don't need to come with me you can just wait down here if you want She envied how calm and collected 


he was, she cast a wary glance around the house even though every light was on she still got the chills at 
the thought of being left alone. 


‘No, | think | better come- just in case' 


Kirk hesitated a moment before opening the door to his bedroom they both paused together on the threshold 
peering in, holding their breath. When nothing happened he decided it was safe to proceed, she followed after 
him. 

‘I'm just going to grab some things from the bathroom- He explained disappearing into the en suite. She 
glanced around the room curiously wishing she had the chance to see it once it had been more lived in so she 
could get a clue into what his daily life might be like. Still she was in Kirk's bedroom- haunted or not- she 
wasn't complaining. 

She picked up the drawer that had been thrown before and began stuffing the contents back in until she 
realised she was holding Kirk's underwear. Hastily she pretended as if she had been unfazed and reinserted the 
draw back into the dresser. 

‘Thanks’ came his voice behind her making her jump more out of guilt then fear. 

‘Sorry! | didn't mean to sneak up on you' He was clutching his tooth brush and a spare shirt looking hardly 
sinister at all. 

‘You need a bell around your neck’ She reprimanded, clutching a hand to her chest as if to contain her heart. 
‘ll consider it he smiled and then reached around her, her breath catching at his sudden nearness. He pulled 
out a pair of cotton boxers from the draw she'd just corrected 

‘This haven't been used before’ He explained holding them out to her. 

‘Oh' she said dumbly and accepted them. 

‘Ive got a spare tooth brush too if you need it and | hope this shirt isn't too big on you' 

He handed the rest of the items over which she accepted with as much care as if she was being handed a 
bouquet of flowers after being crowned ‘Miss United States’ 

‘Thanks' She said happily clutching them to her, he would never get them back again 

He grinned too suspecting that perhaps he wasn't going to get those belongings back 


Leaving the room Kirk closed the door behind them and Morgan wished there was some way she could simply 
lock the ghost in there to prevent them from ruining the right- she was just ignoring the fact that the whole 
reason she was in Kirk's house to begin with was for the ghosts. 

‘I'm going to take a shower’ 

He explained once they were reached the bottom of the stairs he pointed out the bathroom to their right. 
‘Want me to join you?" She teased. 

‘Sure, if you'd like to! He countered which wiped the smile off her face and made her do a good impression of a 
fish out of water, her mouth opening and closing wordlessly. Kirk just laughed and headed off in the direction 
of the bathroom leaving her standing there gaping after him. Was he sincere? Was he joking? Should she go 
and find out or would she get arrested for sexual harassment? Would it all be worth it? In the time it took 
for all these questions to pass through her mind Kirk had already shut the door and she could hear the water 
running. She shook her head as if trying to shake off her stupor. ‘Get a grip' she muttered and forced herself 
to take several steps in the opposite direction of the bathroom. 


Necrophobic 


‘What are you doing?! Morgan asked herself standing there just on the other side of the bathroom door. She 
could hear Kirk yank the shower curtain shut and the change in water as he stepped under the spray. She 
groaned softly to herself and walked determinedly to the kitchen despite wanting so badly to take him up on his 
invitation. She visualised it. Stripping off and stepping into the confined space with him. Lathering up the soap 
and..She shook her head as if to shake away the lust clouding up her vision He was just joking she told herself. 
How else was he meant to respond when she asked to join him in the shower? What had even possessed her to 


say that anyway? 


Angrily she snatched up the phone from the wall and dialled her home number. 

‘Hello? Sarah answered groggily after the fifth ring, not a little annoyed sounding at being woken up. Morgan 
cringed, how late was it already? 

‘Hey, Sarah, it's me..sorry to wake you' She shot a glance at the still closed bathroom door, surely Kirk 
wouldn't mind her using his phone, right? 

‘Morgan? Where are you? | thought you'd be home by now' She sounded more awake now. 

‘Yeah- I'm ah going to be spending the night. Here. With Kirk. In his house. Because its really haunted. Like 
Poltergeist haunted’ Morgan explained in a rushed low whisper, glancing around the kitchen as she spoke feeling 
as though she was being watched. 

‘Wait- Really? Are you sure? Now she had her undivided attention 

‘Yes, really. | walked into his room and the whole place just erupted with activity. Lights blew, drawers were 
thrown, it was quite a show-l didn't even need to pull the EMFs out 

She rubbed the back of her neck now really wishing she'd just followed Kirk into the bathroom where at least 
she would have been pleasantly distracted and not alone. 

‘Well is it such a good idea to stay there then?” Came Sarah's voice on the other end bringing her back down 
to earth. 

‘I's just for tonight- he seems determined to stay. | was hoping you'd help me arrange to hold a seance here 
tomorrow night- you know call some of your other medium friends to help cleanse this place: 

Morgan straightened when she heard the showers turn off, signalling that Kirk would emerge any minute. 

‘A Seance? Tomorrow?-' 

‘Look Sarah I've got to go- I'll see you tomorrow’ 

‘Wait! Morg-' 

but she hastily hung up just as the bathroom door opened, steam escaping out as Kirk approached wearing 
long draw string slacks. Morgan watched transfixed as a stray drop of water dripped from his curls and 
travelled down his bare chest. She swallowed heavily. 

She realised she was staring. She knew she needed to say something to appear normal and sane. 

‘| ah.just used your phone’ 

There. That sounded correct. 

‘To uh call someone..hope you don't mind! 

She mentally patted herself on the back for sounding so even. He laughed as he came closer, standing beside 
her at the kitchen counter. 

‘No, not at all. 


A tense moment was held as they both stood regarding each other. Was it just her imagination or did the 
atmosphere somehow feel charged. 

‘| ah- better..get changed’ She pointed over his shoulder at the bathroom he'd just vacated, he half turned to 
follow where she was pointing. 

‘Should | help you? 

He asked meeting her gaze levelly a heat in his eyes. She dissolved into hysterical laughter hastily she scooped 
up the clothes he'd lent her and made an escape for the bathroom. 


Once safely inside she closed the door and leaned against in exhaling. Was this really happening? She approached 
the mirror and stared at her reflection Her eyes looked slightly more manic than usual and her hair was still 
disturbed for the sudden icy gust that had happened in his room. Quickly she corrected it and got changed in 
under a minute flat. She brushed her teeth perhaps a little more aggressively than she needed to but she was 


trying to work off some of the sexual tension she had burning away inside her. 


Once she emerged again she found Kirk sitting on the sofa bed, head tilted as if listening intently to something. 
‘What is it?” She asked, he nearly jumped a foot. Gripping his chest as if to contain his heart he turned and 
looked at her. 

‘Jesus Christ you scared me' He exclaimed after a steady breath in to slow his pulse. 

She smiled sheepishly and knelt on the bed beside him. 

‘Sorry- | guess | should have given you some warning. Did you hear something just now? She asked suddenly 
concerned, trying gallantly to keep her eyes on his face and not slipping down to perv on his naked torso. He 
shook his head looking perplexed. 

‘I'm not sure- it kind of sounded like voices but it could just be the wind outside’ He turned towards her as 
she tried to suppress a shiver. The mansion gave her the creeps. 

‘Are you cold? You should get under the covers-' He offered misreading her shiver, turning the sheets down 
so she could do so. 

‘Thanks' she slipped under the layers and shifted as far over to the left as she could to allow him room on his 
half of the bed. He smiled before taking his position beside her, body facing in towards the middle of the bed. 
‘Thanks for agreeing to stay the night and helping in all of this. | don't know what | would have done without 
you' 

He said, propping his head on his hand. She blushed. She had never blushed before but she felt her face flush 
hot under his compliment. 

‘| ah..it was nothing.really. the least | could do..don't mention it She managed. 

He nodded ‘Goodnight Morgan. 

‘Goodnight Kirk. 


Every light in the house was still on and she wasn't sure if it was possible to sleep but within a few minutes 
she could hear Kirk's deep and even breathing coming to the left of her. Obviously he didn't have the same 
problem. He was sound asleep. Minutes later before she knew what to expect he rolled over. 

He had her wrapped up in him. One arm and leg entwined around her. Her face pressed utterly against his 
unclothed chest. One arm caught caught between his abdomen and hers and her pelvis smooshed against his 
groin 


‘Oh great She whispered. 


‘Mmm? he murmured. His hand burrowing into her hair stroking slightly before settling down. Her stomach 
flipped. She tried to free her arm trapped between them but in the process it brushed against his chest. She 
stopped what she was doing. Her heart racing in her chest. Raising her head slightly she glanced up. His eyes 
closed. His breath deep and even, So.. 

She rested her palm against his chest and moved slowly down. He wasn't incredibly toned but there was 
definite muscle there from wielding a guitar and equipment or maybe he did some sort of fitness training. His 
skin was warm and smooth and so good to touch. 

‘Hey Morgan? 

She froze. Hand going still 

‘Are you awake?! 

Thats it. Just lay still. Pretend to be asleep. Perfect. 

‘Morgan?! 

He drew his arm from around her and eased her from her side onto her back so as to not wake her. She 
guessed he didn't want her to know he'd been holding her so intimately. 

But no, that wasn't it. A moment later she could feel him slowly sit up and felt his hand brush hair away from 
her face before trailing down her cheek to her jaw, slowly down her neck, shoulder until his hand passed over 
her breast making her want to arch into his touch and writhe away at the same time. 

She made an involuntary noise in the back of her throat sounding a lot like a whimper. But he kept going sliding 
his hand across her stomach sideways to the curve of her waist. More turned on than she'd like to believe 
she couldn't lie still any longer she had to open her eyes. 

‘Kirk? What are you doing?" 

She caught him, the hallway light behind him blocked out his silhouette but she could still make out his grin. 
‘Same thing you were doing a few minutes ago’ 

He retorted 

‘| don't know what you're talking about. was asleep a few minutes ago’ 

She grinned not quite believing her own lie. 

‘Oh-| see’ He obviously wasn't buying it either. His grin broadened as his hand closed around her wrist and 
directed it to his chest once more. 

‘| don't mind' He told her, his voice had a new tone to it- it made something tighten in her. She swallowed, her 
hand remained on his chest as he released his grip on her. 

‘But you should mind She tried to sound forceful but sounded more wistful. 

‘You don't know me and I'm sure you've got plenty of other women in your life who could um- more than 
satisfy you' 

The fuck was she saying? She was screaming at herself in her mind for even saying those things out loud. Kirk 
just shifted closer, body at ease but with tension just coiled beneath the surface. 

‘We're both uncommitted, unmarried adults, why not? He asked, face inches away from hers, face open and 
curious. She felt like she was going to overheat. 

‘Um, because..because... 

All logic and reason flew from her mind and she closed the gap between them her lips hungrily sealing his in a 


passionate kiss. 


Phantasma 


Her arms slid around his neck, one hand burring itself in his dark curls the other gripping his back, kneading 
slightly. 

As the kiss gained intensity his hands were also active. 

One had made its way up under her shirt, calloused finger tips brushed against her stomach until it reached 
her chest. She broke the kiss and groaned as his fingers brushed against her nipple. 

He knew exactly what he was doing. 

Her breathing became ragged, less controlled. Deftly he grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted it off over 
her head and away, exposing her to him. His mouth sealed over her breast the other hand cupping and 
squeezing. Her head rolled back as she opened up to his touch. Her hand still gripping and guiding his head. Was 
this real? She didn't care so long as it didn't stop. 

Her hand left his back and ventured down the front of his waist needing to know it was hitting him as hard as 
it was her. She gripped the bulge of his erection through his pants, it felt hot to touch and rock hard. 

While she had been distracted he had moved on to shedding her last layers of defence. His fingers curled 
under the elastic of her borrowed briefs and pulled them down with her assistance. She was completely naked. 
Once he had tossed the pants aside he rejoined her, crawling over her, his hand sliding up between her thighs. 
She felt them ease a little further apart, her hips tilted up to greet his touch. 

His skilled fingers explored her soft folds, stroking. A moan escaped her lips making him move faster as her 
head fell back into the pillows. She summoned up her will power to sit up, stopping him she yanked down his 
pants, dragging them down his thighs and away. She drank in the sight of him. It was not one she would soon 
forget. A smile tugged at the corner of her lips feeling triumphant, glad now that they hadn't been in darkness. 
‘Wait here' 

He said, pulling away from her. She immediately felt cold and empty as he walked away to the bathroom, her 
enjoying the view but puzzled and frustrated. He quickly rejoined her before she even had a moment to 
question her sanity and watched as he discarded the condom wrapper answering her silent question. He met 
her gaze and she nodded. There was no way she was backing out now. 

He gripped her ankles and dragged her lower onto the mattress until her ass rested on the edge. He slid his 
hands up her legs to her knees bending them up back and wide. She arched her back needing him. Holding her 
like that he pushed himself slowly, deeply inside her, farther and farther still driving a deep long moan out of 
her lungs. 

‘Oh yes’ She moaned, eyes falling closed for a moment. 


His hips flexed and he thrust once against her and then for some reason he went very still and swore softly 


under his breath 


Fade to Black 


A small noise of displeasure escaped Morgan's lips as a moment passed and Kirk remained still as he silently 
debated about what to do. She writhed uncomfortably beneath him trying to re-engage his attention. She 
glanced up registering his expression. 

‘What is it? Her voice sounded husky and foreign in her own ears, an unmistakable edge of whining to it. 

‘The lights went out He responded, his hand running up and down her thigh absently as if his own body was 
resisting his distraction too. But the power had cut so suddenly and they were now almost in complete 
darkness. Now that he'd drawn her attention to it Morgan realised that everything in the house was still and 
dark like they'd been plunged into some sort of void, there was no noise of outside traffic or the hum of the 
fridge-nothing. Although she could have been transported to another planet at that moment and not have 
noticed. 

‘Kirk-" 

Before she could say anything else her voice was drowned out by a Megadeth music video blasting at full 
volume on the flat screen tv. 

Morgan covered her ears against the noise as Kirk scrambled to turn the television off struggling with it for a 
few moments before hitting the correct button 

Morgan sat up, pulling the sheets around her glancing in every direction as if trying to pre-empt and unseen 
attack. Slowly each light in the house began to flicker back on, starting on the stairs first until once again 
everything was illuminated. 

Kirk took a seat on the bed besides her again as they both waited for a moment longer to see if anything else 
unexpected was going to happen 

‘So | guess your ghost must be the jealous type..or at least it certainly has something personal against you' 
She said, unable to help her eyes walking up his back. He smiled, not because what she had said had been 
particularly funny but because she was still able to joke after everything that had just happened. 

‘So it would seem’ He nodded with a bemused tight lipped grin not sure how to feel about the interruption 
Morgan opened her mouth and closed it again, all the questions she wanted to ask seemed inappropriate given 
the current situation. 

‘Do you think you can sleep? 

She finally decided on asking. He shook his head ‘No- definitely not Although the look he gave her told her that 
that might be partly her fault. She bit her lip and looked down at her lap. 

‘Right. Well maybe we should try researching this haunting of yours or we could you know-sleep somewhere 
else’ 

She angled hoping he'd take up her offer and relocate back to her house where maybe they might have a 
chance of picking things up again, not to mention they'd be free of his creepy house. 

He handed her back his shirt as he stepped into his pants. 

‘| have a library- well I'm still unpacking my books but | do have a few about hauntings and case 
studies..maybe there'd be something useful in there’ 

He extended his hand to help her off the bed. Despite still being shaken up she appreciated the lack of physical 
barrier they now shared. 


‘Sure- reading books is exactly what | had in mind.’ She muttered under her breath as he lead the way back 


to the front room making a brief stop in the bathroom. She wondered how she was ever going to make it 


through the night maybe if the ghost had its way she wouldn't need to worry about it for much longer. 


This Is Not An Exit 


Morgan's chin slipped off her fist as she had been propping her head up over an open book she had been 
trying to read. 

It was morning and the rest of the night had passed without any more activity from the ghosts or whatever 
seemed to be inhabiting Kirk's house. 


‘Well that was.informative'She stretched her arms high over her head, hem of the shirt creeping up slightly 
not escaping Kirk's attention. He rose stiffly to his feet from sitting cross legged on the floor besides Morgan 
Extending his hands he helped her to her feet. 

‘Are you hungry? He asked 

she smiled ‘Are you going to take me out to IHOP?- | have nothing to wear’ 

‘Oh- they won't be open for another hour anyway. | was thinking of just cooking something here..besides | like 
what you're wearing’ 


His eyes passed over her appreciatively and she swallowed heavily feeling a little more awake and energized. 


Morgan took a seat at the counter as Kirk moved purposefully through the kitchen. whisking eggs, milk and 
cinnamon in a bowl before soaking pieces of bread and dropping them into a pan. 

‘Wow' she remarked as he flipped the french toast in the pan. 

‘tm a man of many talents He grinned about to scratch his back with the spatula before thinking better of it. 
‘Ok so heres what I'm thinking’ she started as he set a couple of plates and a jug of syrup on the bench next 
to her. 

‘Sometime tonight or tomorrow night if | can manage it we hold a seance. l'm going to invite some other 
mediums around to help out if thats ok with you- and you should invite people around too. I'm also going to do 
some research on this house, see what | can dig up-' 

She spoke out loud as the ideas came to her mentally trying to compile a list of things she was going to have 
to do but it was hard when she was hungry and tired. 

‘Sure, that sounds like a great plan but for now-" Kirk slid two pieces of french toast directly from the pan 
and onto her plate. ‘Why don't we just focus on breakfast and talking? 

She grinned sheepishly when her stomach growled loudly and picked up her knife and fork cutting into the 
toast. 

‘Where are you from? He opened as he took the stool next to her pouring syrup across his stack. 

‘You really want to know? I'm from Richmond, Virginia originally. Moved here when | was a teenager with my 
parents because my father got some important job at a law firm. Moved out as soon as | was possibly able 
because | was worried | was going to die from second degree embarrassment if | was forced to live with them 
any longer. Got into the Occult when | was in high school and well the rest is history | guess~" 

She said with a half shrug and then popped a piece of french toast in her mouth and closed her eyes and 
moaned. 

‘Damn, this is really good’ 

she announced once she'd finished savouring her mouthful. ‘You know if that whole guitarist thing doesn't work 
out for you you could open your very own diner’ 

he laughed, hands occupied in cutting his food. ‘Thank you- I'm glad | managed to satisfy at least one of your 


physical cravings’ 

‘Oh | don't think you would have had any trouble with the other’ She said after a heavy exhale, ignoring the 
way her face felt flushed when she met his eyes. 

‘No?! He asked, half jokingly but seeming to be genuinely interested in her answer. 

She fought back a grin ‘No’ she confirmed. 

He'd been good. God, it would have been mind-blowing. If only they hadn't been interrupted when they had..it 
didn't pay to think about it now. 


They ate the rest of the meal in relative silence each lost in their own thoughts of the night to come- or 
more primarily the night that had just passed between them. 

‘I'm going to need to take a shower' 

She said as she finished rinsing up their dishes, insisting on doing the cleaning despite his protests. 

‘Sure, | could use one myself 

she jumped at the proximity of his voice not realising he had come to stand behind her at the sink, reaching 
around to put the cups in. 

She turned but he didn't move trapping her. She stood perfectly still, hands suspended in front of her, useless 
as they were wet and soapy. She laughed nervously. 

‘Haha..you don't say... She almost went cross-eyed while trying to stare at him as he leant in to kiss her. 
Awkwardly she managed to wrap her arms around his waist keeping her hands off him to stop the soap suds 
from getting on him but quickly it became hard to exercise any kind of control as the kiss turned from light 
to exploitative. 

She was grateful for the support of the sink just behind her to keep her from losing her balance as her head 
swam from the way his lips moved against hers. 

Once he finally broke the kiss she took a long shuddering gulp of air feeling dizzy and annoyed that he'd 
stopped. He grinned. His hands anchored firmly on either side of her gripping the sink kept her trapped. 

He was a good kisser and he knew it, it was kind of a turn on It was a lot of a turn on. She instinctively lent in 
to initiate a kiss again, his lips parted, he met her half way before turning at the last second leaving her 
hanging. 

‘Ill go get us some Towels’ he called over his shoulder as he left her standing there mouth slightly open 
wondering what had just happened. 

She shook her head, laughing at herself as she reached for a tea towel to dry her hands on. A movement in 
the kitchen's window caught her attention. 


He had just pulled two towels down from the linen closet when the sound of her scream caught Kirks attention 


and made his heart leap with adrenaline. 


All Hell Breaks Loose 


Kirk raced back to the kitchen to find Morgan backed up against the table eyes transfixed on the window above 
the sink over looking the courtyard. He was almost afraid to follow her line of sight but when he did he could 
see nothing threatening or ominous in the window. 

‘Morgan? He moved closer ‘What is it?. 

When he stood right in front of her blocking her view of the window her eyes focused on him. 

‘tt was right there. Kirk, it was there, in the window, she was-' 

The pitch in her voice had been rising steadily so he closed his hands on her shoulders intending to lead her 
out of the kitchen to calm her. As soon as he touched her she pulled him into a hug sliding her arms around 
his waist and burying her face in his chest. He placed a reassuring hand in her hand and wrapped his other 
arm around her as he tried to manoeuvre them both out of the room. 

He took her all the way out of the house down the front path to her car. He in his jeans and her still in his 
briefs and shirt. He had paused only long enough to snag her bag. 

‘Kirk? What are we-* 

‘We need to get the hell out of this house for a while- would you mind if we went to yours for a bit? 

He asked seeing no other option for it at the moment. 

‘S-sure, thats a good idea’ 

She agreed readily, taking the bag off him to retrieve her keys before getting into the drivers side. She took a 


moment to compose herself behind the wheel as Kirk got in beside her. 


Only once they were heading down the road did he ask ‘What did you see in the window? 

She inhaled and released it in a slow controlled breath trying not to shudder. 

‘It was this woman. Young, Beautiful, Honey blonde hair, green eyes, could have been a model.only she had this 
gaping neck wound and she was staring right at me’ 

She sent him a searching look 

‘She was there, she really was there’ 

‘| believe you' He nodded. 

She compressed her lips grimly. 

‘Sorry | kind of lost it back there- normally | am more prepared for the unknown | guess I'm just exhausted at 
the moment.. 

She didn't want him think she was some damsel in distress, someone who wasn't cut out to handle his whole 
ghost situation. Although she was beginning to wonder if she was. 

‘Don't mention it. | probably should have gotten us out sooner. | guess | was just being stubborn. 

She smiled accepting his excuse as she pulled up out the front of the shop and her apartment above. 

‘were here’ 

She liked her modest sized apartment that she shared with Sarah, for one thing it was modern and contained 
no ghosts. 


Morgan led Kirk to the back of the shop then up the stairs and despite already having keys to unlock the door 
she rung the doorbell to give her housemate some warning. 


Ina matter of seconds they could hear scuffled noises coming from within the apartment and then the locks 


being opened. 

Sarah double took as she opened the door to Morgan and Kirk in their semi-state of dress. 

Kirk this is Sarah-Sarah, Kirk: 

Morgan hastily made the introductions as she led him inside past Sarah who was still yet to say anything. 
‘Nice to meet you, Sarah’ 

Kirk said politely, perfectly at ease even in his shirtless state. 

‘I'd show you around but it would be a short trip. Kitchen’s in here, Bathrooms to your left, My room in on 
the right, Sarah's is at the far end and we're standing in the living/dining room’ 

She said with a wave of her hand not moving from the spot to direct him around. 

‘Nice to meet you too-' 

Sarah said finally closing the door and joining them. Morgan was relieved that Sarah had at least been up long 
enough to have dressed but then again given what she herself was wearing would her house mate hold it 
against her if she had made her answer the door in her pyjamas? 

‘Can | get you a coffee or a tea or something? Sarah asked, Morgan noted the invitation was for her. 

‘Ah- no thank you, | would like to be able to use your bathroom if you don't mind.l have to get going soon l'm 
supposed to be at the studio today’ 

Morgan looked at him bewildered, she felt dead on her feet after last nights events but he was still going 
ahead with his day as if this happened all the time. Then again she supposed he might have had a bit more 
experience with the pulling and all nighter of recklessness only to roll into the studio next day ready to 
perform. 

‘Are you sure? | mean- don't you need so rest? She had kind of been hoping she could have dragged him back 
to her room under the innocent suggestion of a nap and then well.. 

‘Yeah, I'll be fine. | won't be though if | call in sick. They just aren't going to buy the whole ghost story’ He said 
with a tight-lipped grin and a shake of his head. 

Sarah busied herself with making her own tea trying to give them a little privacy in the small space but stil 
paying close attention to what was said. Morgan tried not to sigh so dejectedly. ‘Alright then, come on I'll show 
you the bathroom- Despite only needing to walk a few meters she took his hand and led him stopping only to 
collect a fresh towel from the linen closet. 

‘Thanks' He said once she handed him the towel and presented him to her powder blue bathroom a relic of the 
50's. 

‘Hey- | was kind of hoping you might have a shirt for me to wear. can go back home to get one if not 

He said catching her arm before she turned to leave him to it. She let her eyes walk down his naked torso and 
grinned. 

‘Whats the matter? Metallica has a strict dress code do they? No shirt- No shoes- No service? She teased 
very reluctant to see him fully clothed again. What a crime that would be. He simply looked at her, eyes 
widening in silent pleading and she groaned. 

‘Don't do that! she demanded trying to look away as he stepped closer. ‘Stop it! She tried swatting at him but 
it was no use, she caved. ‘OK Fine! I'll see if | can find you a dumb shirt to wear. Jesus! as soon as she 
relented he broke into a grin. ‘Thanks, You're the best He dropped a casual kiss on her cheek before vanishing 
behind the bathroom door. She couldn't help but feel had as she turned away, fingers lightly touching where 


his lips had made contact. 


Sarah was staring. 


‘What? Morgan accused as she sheepishly slipped into a chair at the table, Sarah joined her. 

‘What was all that? Morgan, why is Kirk Hammett in our bathroom, shirtless, at eight in the morning? 

‘Shhh keep your voice down! Morgan shot a glance over her shoulder at the closed door the sound of the 
shower running behind it. 

‘Ok so remember when | called last night and explained that the house was haunted. Well its like next level 
haunted. Like | haven't ever heard of a case like this before. Just this morning | was standing in his kitchen and 
| looked out the window and there was this gorgeous blonde woman watching me only she was dead. Blood 
gushing down her throat and then suddenly she was gone! 

Morgan explained in a hushed whisper. 

‘Yes, | know the house is haunted. After we hung up | did some research into the sight-I'll talk about it once 
our guest leaves. What | want to know is whats going on with you and lover boy over there. You two were all 
touchy feely. Did something happen? 

Morgan couldn't repress the dopey grin in time, Sarah's eyes widened with realisation 

‘Did you sleep with himl?: 

She cried in a hushed whisper her hand gripping her arm. 

‘No. Yes. Kind of She skirted. 

‘Kind of? Kind of?! How does someone ‘Kind of sleep with someone” she wanted to know. 

‘Well we were sharing his fold out bed and then things kind of got heated between us and well we were going 
to you know..but then suddenly megadeth ruined it all She explained scratching the back of her neck. 

‘That made no sense what so ever’ Sarah stared at her in disbelief, almost to the point of shaking the sense 
out of her. 

Morgan opened her mouth to explain again when she heard the shower shut off. 

‘Tl tell you later’ 

Sarah threw her hands up exasperated. Morgan quickly hurried to her bedroom and got dressed in shirt and 
jeans. Collecting the shirt Kirk had lent her to sleep in she returned it to him just as he emerged from the 
bathroom. 

‘Here’ she said with a wounded sigh handing back his shirt. 

‘Thanks' he pulled it on quickly, shaking his curls free from under the collar that made her bite her lip. The 
casual gesture suddenly made her feel predatorial. 

‘Ive got to go now but will | see you again tonight for the seance? He asked, his hand casually seeking hers as 
they stood by the door. Sarah had vanished to her room for a moment. 

‘Tonight? yeah, sure, I'll be there’ she said goofily feeling like it was almost like a date just quietly ignoring all 
the fucked up paranormal activity that was bound to ensue. 

‘Great, Il invite my band..hopefully they'll come." He didn't look so convinced as he said it though. 

‘Would it matter if they didn't? would we still be able to hold a seance without them? 

He asked concerned. 

‘Yeah- itll be fine if they can't make it. it just sometimes makes things smoother if theres more people 
involved. But its not big, nothing | can't handle’ She assured him with false bravdo. 

He smiled down at her and for a moment she felt like her spine had turned jello. His lips sealed hers in a brief 


kiss and then he was out the door. 


Jump In The Fire 


Please don't embarrass me, ok?" 

Morgan begged Sarah as they climbed into her Buick. 

‘Excuse me?” She retorted with a derisive snort stowing their equipment on the back seat before buckling her 
seat belt. 

‘ts just.Metallica are probably going to be there so just be cool ok, like don't harass James for an autograph 
or something. We've got a job to do’ 

She reminded them both. 

‘Oh sure- just like how you were doing the job last night Sarah muttered darkly rummaging through her 
handbag for something. 

‘Look Ok. Tensions were high. There was a lot of adrenaline flying around.. 

‘| bet there was something flying around alright Sarah sniffed still sore that Morgan had left her out of 
everything thus far. 

‘Hey- if thats all the help you're going to be then you can just stay home! Morgan half joked knowing full well 
that without Sarah and the other Mediums assistance tonight she was well in over her head. 

‘Fine. Drop me off here. You can handle the big scary ghost on your own’ Sarah stuck out her chin and folded 
her arms defiantly. Morgan caved sweeping a hand through her short blonde hair. 

‘tm sorry. | take it back. You can hump James' leg for all | care just don't make me do this seance alone’ 
Sarah glanced at her friend registering just how serious she was. 

‘ls his house really that haunted? 

‘You're about to find out Morgan said ominously as they pulled up out the front of the Hammett Mansion. 
There were already other flashy cars parked along the street no doubt belonging to the other members of 


Metallica. Morgan drew in a steadying breath as Sarah came around to join her on the other side of the car. 


Kirk was setting up the table in the formal dining room when the doorbell chimed. Lars and the others had 
been standing in his living room watching television as he moved by to answer the door. 

Morgan smiled brightly when he opened the door and fought of a wave of nerves that struck her suddenly. 
‘Hey, glad you guys made it, come in’ He ushered them inside as though they'd arrived for a dinner party. 
‘Guys- This is Sarah and Morgan, they're going to be conducting the seance this evening-' 

He announced barely getting the attention of half the men present, a MMA match under way on the television 
was more engaging. 

Morgan easily identified most of the males present. James in leather vest over long sleeved denim shirt was 
also rocking a moustache to complete his ‘sad cowboy’ look. Lars was clean shaven in plain black T and jeans 
but chosen to complete his outfit with a shark tooth necklace and gold chain. Jason looked pale and 
uncomfortable in a long sleeved Metallica shirt, his wavey brown hair flopping over half of his face barely 
concealing his deliberate bald patch. There was also another male present that Morgan couldn't identify but 
was sure he was someone important to the band. No doubt the manager making sure she wasn't just here to 


rid Kirk of his hard earned millions. There were also three women lounging on the couch looking less than 


thrilled. 


Kirk was about to say something further to Morgan when the doorbell rang again. He excused himself and 


moved off to answer it leaving Sarah and Morgan alone with Metallica. 

‘So you're the um- Mediums? Right? 

Lars asked, finally noticing them in the ad break. 

‘Yeap. Thats us' 

Morgan answered opening her hands in a flourish feeling uncomfortable now that the band were scrutinizing 
her and Sarah. 

‘So whats going to happen tonight? | mean is shit going to get thrown around? Is someone going to get 
possessed” 

Lars asked almost rocking on the heels of his feet seeming to enjoy himself. Morgan narrowed her eyes, was 
he making fun of her. 

‘Well we certainly hope not- I'm Sarah by the way’ 

She said gamely extending her hand to Lars who accepted. Introductions were then presently made. Morgan 
discovered the man she hadn't known was in fact their manager Peter and judging by the death grip handshake 
he had dealt her he certainly was making sure no one was scamming anyone this evening. The women turned 
out to be girlfriends of the band- not wives- even though Morgan couldn't help but notice some of them were 
still wearing wedding bands. 


Kirk returned to the group, two people following, Maya a thirty something wiccan and her partner John- 
neither Sarah or Morgan had been particularly close to the new aged couple but they were the most 
experienced in the area and on such short notice- the best they could do. They hadn't really wanted to 
advertise the fact that they needed mediums to help cleanse Kirk Hammetts Mansion or they would have had 


every flake under the sun trying to get in on the action 


After another round of obligatory introductions were made they were shown through to the dining room, 
round table set. 

‘Our goal here today is to free the spirits so they can move on. Not to punish them’ 

Maya raised her voice to be heard over the group as everyone settled in their seats. James cracked the 
bottle top off his beer on the edge of the table expertly catching the cop. 

John moved in a clockwise direction around the table lighting thick white candles returning to Maya's side once 
he had completed the task. Maya assumed the head of the table, John to her left, Morgan to her right, Kirk, 
Sarah, James, his girlfriend Cat, Lars, his girlfriend Nora, Jason, his girlfriend Seiko, Peter back to John 

Maya looked to Morgan ‘Take the lead friend, this is your project, we're just here for back-up’. Morgan was 
about to refuse when she realised how that would look to Kirk, She glanced at him and then at Sarah just over 
his shoulder. 

‘Join hands' She commanded which was met by some retort from Lars that she pretended not to hear. 

Beside her, Kirk slipped his hand into hers. She closed her eyes and instructed everyone to take several deep 
breaths to relax them. Finally she addressed the spirits. 

‘ Those of us here at this table reach out to those of you in this house. We know you're here. We know you 
wish to communicate. We've created this sacred space and we invite you in. You are welcome here provided 
you mean us no harm. Come now, join us' 

She looked up, the silence stretched, the air felt still. Jason looked around with open interest his girlfriend's 
hand had stray from his and somehow ended up on his lap but he seemed not to notice. seconds passed.. 


‘Well-" James stared evidently unimpressed and then a door slammed up stairs cutting him off. 


The candles flickered as a cold draft passed through the room then suddenly a icy wind blew through 
extinguishing all the light. 

‘Ooooh’ came Lars' disembodied voice from across the table, amused. 

Morgan felt herself sinking as if the chair had dissolved beneath her. She fought it, tried to cling more tightly 
to the hands either side of her but it was no use. They all fell away as she plummeted downward, right 
through the floor boards hitting the basement floor so hard it knocked the wind out of her. 

She swore and got up, brushing herself off rubbing her butt gingerly. Looking up she expected to see a hole 
above her but the ceiling was flawless, no evidence of her entry. And then she heard someone talking softly, 
she turned to look 

It was a man in the corner. Perhaps 30 years old, slicked back hair and dated glasses that made him look like 
he was out of some 10's sitcom. Thick belt with an oversized buckle it was almost funny. 

Morgan said ‘Hey! Who the hell are you and what are you doing down here? 

The man didn't answer, didn't hear her. He was busy smoothing concrete over a proportion of the floor. 


Morgan reached out to him to spin him around but her hand passed right through him. 


Miasma 


‘Morgan’ 

She heard Sarah call her name from somewhere above. 

‘Morgan, are you alright? 

Kirk's voice this time, closer, more concerned. 

She felt hands on her face and then she was rising again up out of the basement at top speed leaving her 


stomach somewhere below. 


She jerked her head up and her eyes open. 

Sarah and Kirk had turned in their seats facing her. The lights were on. Everyone was still seated however. 
‘Jesus, what happened?" Morgan muttered disorientated and a little embarrassed. Self consciously she wiped at 
the corner of her mouth hoping to not find dribble there. 

‘You passed out Sarah explained as Morgan tried to sink lower into her chair. 

‘No, You went into a trance’ Maya corrected, 

She left her body and journeyed into the realm of the spirits’ John put in 

Across the table someone snorted, she couldn't be sure but she suspected it was James. 

Peter cleared his throat making to rise from his seat ‘Right, Well, this has been.educational and all-' his tone 
implying it had been anything but. 

‘Please, remain seated Cautioned Maya, gesturing for Peter to lower himself back into the chair. ‘This is not 
over yet, it is likely to get a whole lot worse before it gets better’ She said vaguely ominous, readjusting the 


shawls around her shoulders. The temperature in the room plummeted again right on cue. 


‘Are you ok to do this? Sarah asked Morgan in hushed whisper as everyone held hands again-some more 
reluctantly than others. 

Morgan nodded still feeling self concious about her little episode, she stole a glance at Kirk who squeezed her 
hand in his grip. 

Silence returned to the room and she repressed a shiver, she would have brought a jacket if she realised they 
were going to be subjected to Arctic temperatures. 

They were waiting for her to begin again she realised with a start. Shaking herself out of her stupor she tried 
to regather her thoughts. 

‘Did you die in this house? 

Was the first ill-advised question out of her lips and perhaps the least sensitive but she was all out of tact at 
the moment. She was aware of everyone holding their collective breath around the table. 

There was a weird scrapping noise that came at first from somewhere upstairs until it was directly above 
them growing in volume until seemed as if it was right there in the room with them, louder, louder. Then it 
stopped. 

‘How did you die? Where you murdered? 

She asked when she felt it was safe to do so. 

The lights went out. One of the girlfriends squealed, or maybe it was Jason. In the dark it was too hard to tell. 
‘You were murdered in this house?” She alliterated her voice sounding amplified in the room grateful to be 
holding on to Kirk and Sarah's hands either side of her. Not able to see very far in front of her own face. 


A candle was ignited and for a moment she had thought Maya had simply gotten up from the table and lit it 
but from the dim light she could see everyone was still seated. 

‘Well, Shit James said just to fill the silence. 

They all looked from one another evidentially just as confused as she was. 

‘Do you wish us to leave? 

She asked, not really wanting to know the answer. Silence. Until. 

‘Someone keeps touching me! Nora, Lars' girlfriend complained. 

‘Hey, keep your hands off my girlfriend, ghost! Lars joked twisting in his seat like he might spy the apparition 
floating around his girl. 

Morgan realised out of all the females present Nora looked the closest to the woman she had seen in the 
window that morning. With her blonde hair, green eyes and tiny nose, she was definitely close- 

‘Nora, | want you to try and address the ghost, ok 

Morgan felt Sarah turn and stare at her, she knew she was probably breaking all kinds of sacred ‘Medium’ 
rules right now. 

'M-me? She squeaked. 

‘Yes, | want you to try asking the spirit to leave, tell him that he must go now' Morgan was inwardly thrilled 
at how calm her voice sounded despite the way the skin on the back of her neck was crawling, the candle light 
flickered in an unseen draft. 

‘Um.ok.so Ghost dude, you need to leave now..please? Nora suggested, glancing around her. 

‘Good work, babe' Lars lent over and kissed her which seemed to ease her slightly. 

‘No, Nora, try being more forceful, tell him to get out Morgan prompted she could feel Maya and John silently 
disapproving of her tactic but was grateful no one had spoken up yet. 

‘Do | have to? She whined ‘Can't you do it? You're like the seance chic or whatever, its your job’. Morgan 
bowed her head briefly for a moment trying to summon up some patience. 

‘| know, but well you just have such a commanding voice | just know the ghost will respond better to you' 
‘Well | have been taking voice coaching lessons! Nora brightened under the compliment and Morgan just barely 
stopped herself from rolling her eyes. 

Nora cleared her throat and opened her mouth then faltered. ‘Um- what should | say? 

‘Pretend like the ghost is Lars, Pretend Lars forgot your birthday-' 

Several of the men snickered, partly grateful for the comic relief from the situation 

‘Hey! Lars interjected, wounded. 

‘Be aggressive’ Morgan encouraged Nora Who gave a curt nod of her head and squared her shoulders. 

‘Listen, you, Get out! | mean it! Right now! | don't want you here any more! 

Groaning. It sounded like the pipes in the dry wall but Morgan realised with a start it was coming from Seiko. 
Jason looked panicked. ‘Honey? He shook her hand, her head and rolled forward, long black hair hanging down 
over her face. 

‘Is she alright? Asked Kirk. 

‘She's probably just left her body and journeyed into the realm of the spirits’ James quipped making Lars laugh 
until Seiko's moaning abruptly stopped. Her head shot up, eyes glazed, focus slipping from one person to the 
next around the table in an oddly inhuman way. 


Exodus 


‘Thats not good..' 

Morgan muttered as at the end of the table Seiko's moans turned into manic laughter. Jason rose from his 
seat tossing his hair over his shoulder, one hand reaching out to touch his girlfriend. 

‘No! Remain seated! John barked, Jason looked at him wide eyed but quickly obeyed not picking up her hand 
however. 

‘This house is his and he will kill agai was her message eyes unfocused, flitting from face to face. 

‘No. He won't! Morgan stated clearly trying to address whatever had possessed her, Seiko glared defiantly. 
‘You are not welcome here. We forbid you. You will leave. Here, now. Tonight She was sure there was probably 
a far more eloquent way of saying ‘fuck off probably something in Latin but for now this would have to do. 
Seiko's face spasmed. 

‘We release you from this house, from this place-' 

She chanted feeling foolish but determined, Sarah joining in as well as Kirk, John and Maya following suit: 
Gradually Nora, Lars, Jason and Cat piped in somewhat apprehensively. 

The chairs and tables rattled disturbed by some unseen force, outside the room the sound of glass shattering 
but still she kept chanting. Then Seiko slumped forward. The noise and movement stopped, the lights came back 
on everything was still. 

Jason lightly shook Seiko who after a moment sat up blinking ‘what happened? Did | miss it? She asked. 

‘Is that it? James wanted to know his arm negligently draped over the back of Cat's chair like the whole 
experience hadn't phased him at all. 

Morgan glanced at Maya for guidance who merely nodded. That was it. She let out her breath unaware she 
had been holding on to it. It really hadn't been that hard after all 


John walked around the room gathering the candles as everyone returned to the living room, fresh beers 
handed around. 

‘When the door slammed upstairs for a minute | thought it must have been you James-' 

Lars joked loudly, slapping James on the arm. Nora laughed loudly the mood of the room definitely a lot lighter 
than what it had been moments before. 

Morgan grinned at Kirk She had done it. She pulled off a seance and no one got killed- sure someone got a little 
possessed but what was a seance without a little possession? She glanced guiltily at Seiko- she was standing 
outside sharing a cigarette with Jason looking relatively unaffected. 

She was making her way across the room to Kirk when- 

‘Can | talk to you for a moment? asked Peter catching Morgan unaware. 

Uh- sure’ 

He presented her with a cheque ‘This should no doubt cover your fee for your services’. 

She glanced down at it and then back up at him. 

‘I'm not sure how you'll need to split that between your..colleaques' 

They glanced up at Sarah showing Maya and John out. She suddenly felt uncomfortable accepting the morey. 
‘But | think that should cover everything’ 

His tone was flat and final. She got it. Her time was up, she had been paid for her job now she had no excuse 


to linger. 


‘Right- l'm going to say goodbye to Kirk’ 

She pocketed the cheque and moving past him. 

‘That was wild, maybe you should come check out my house, see if there aren't any ghost hanging around 
Lars laughed just as Morgan joined Kirk ‘The only thing paranormal about your house is you' Kirk countered 
before Morgan got his attention ‘Hey, I'm going to head off now-' She caught Peter watching over Kirk's 
shoulder and barely resisted the urge to stick her tongue out at him. 

By the door James was helping Cat into her studded jacket. 

‘Oh? Really? So soon? You can stick around if you'd like’. She couldn't meet his gaze ‘I uh, really should go' she 
told the tops of his shoes. 

‘Oh ok Well you and Sarah will come to my Halloween Party this weekend, right? 

‘OF course we willl 

Sarah accepted, materialising out of no where before Morgan had a chance to respond. 

‘Great Kirk smiled wrapping his arm Morgan in a loose hug and repeating the gesture with Sarah thanking 
them both again for ridding his house of the malevolent spirits. 

‘No problem! Morgan muttered. 

‘Hey Kirk! | think | found what smashed! Jason called from the other room. ‘ll see you soon, yeah?" he asked, 
she nodded. Kirk shot Morgan one last look before leaving to investigate. 


‘Man why'd we have to leave so soon? Sarah demanded as they pulled out of the drive, she was still buzzing. 
‘Because we had done our job. Plumbers don't stick around to party after they've unclogged a septic tank’ 
Morgan pointed out focusing on the road. 

Sarah huffed out her breath derisively showering the dash board in spittle. 

‘Plumbers my ass! We fucking rid that house of some evil spirits and you're telling me that that sort of 
shared brush with the third kind experience doesn't entitle me- | mean us to some R'n'R with the band 
afterwards?" 

she demanded, sheepishly wiping down the dash with a tissue. 

‘We got paid! Morgan repeated with a shrug. 

Sarah glared at her ‘Whats gotten into you? You actually managed to pull of a Seance- a really unorthodox one 
at that, remind me to tell you off for that later- and save the day and get the guy and now you're all like 
‘lets get out of here’. What happened? Did Kirk tell you he wasn't interested in you unless there was a direct 
threat of a ghost around or something? She demanded. 

‘No! Morgan sighed wishing she'd drop it. 

‘Then what?" She persisted. 

‘Kirk hired me to rid his house of ghosts. So | rid his house of ghosts. Job done. Case closed’ She parked the 
car pulling the hand break with a lot of force. 

‘Case closed? Sarah repeated sceptically jumping out of the car after Morgan who was several steps ahead. 
‘But what about the whole sexual tension you and Kirk have going on? What about that whole sleepover and 
the turning up in his clothes? Was that part of the job?” She persisted. 

‘| don't want to talk about it Morgan tossed her keys on the table and shed her jacket dumping it on the back 
of the chair. 


‘I'm going to bed She said and slipped into her room before Sarah could protest any more. 


Tunnel of pain 


Kirk entered ‘One on One' Recording Studios in North Hollywood at IO in the morning and didn't emerge until 10 
at night. The sun had long since sunk bellow the horizon and for a moment he felt disorientated, where had the 
day gone? 

‘| think we made the right decision hiring Bob for this album' Lars stated perhaps for the fifth time that day 
as they all stepped out into the parking lot standing under the harsh fluorescent street lamp. 

‘Yeah well lets hope so' James said, rolling his neck. Everyone was feeling more or less exhausted after a solid 
day but wired at pulling the songs together. 

‘| think its sounding really fantastic! Jason volunteered. Their conversation momentarily paused by the sound of 
heels approaching on the tarmac. 

‘You ready to go?” Cat asked, slipping her arm around James' waist perfectly at ease with the group of men 
present. 

‘See you guys later’ James said in parting before moving off to his hot rod with girlfriend in tow. The men 
watched them leave in silence for a moment. 

‘| better get going too, hey, you guys are still coming to my Halloween party tomorrow, right? Kirk reminded 
them grinding the remainder of his cigarette under the heel of his boot. 

‘Yeah, sure, wouldn't miss it Jason readily agreed. 

‘Theres not going to be any more possessions or sudden appearances from Satan or something like that is 
there?” Lars demanded, hands on hips. 

‘Haha no, not unless they're paid to be there. The house has been really quiet actually’ He confessed scratching 
the back of his neck, was lOpm too late to call? 

‘Right, well, I'll see you guys tomorrow’ Lars pushed away from the side of the building and pulled his keys out 
of his pocket, Jason and Kirk shortly leaving thereafter. 


The next morning Morgan sat in a booth at a diner distractedly playing with her necklace, coffee in front of 
her going cold. Her mind was going in circles. Should she call him or not? It had only been a day. What reason 
did she have to call? Um apart from that very brief encounter that could have gone oh so right if only.. 

'Hi- are you Morgan? 

She jolted out of her thoughts. 

‘Oh! Hil Yes, please, take a seat 

She gestured for the couple to slip into the booth. As they did she couldn't help but be reminded of Ken and 
Barbie- their names were Shelly and Stewart. They had previously owned Kirk's mansion. Ever since the seance 
a lot of things had been bothering Morgan one of which had been the vision she had had in his basement- it 
had felt very real and she had a hard time convincing herself that the seance had been enough to have fixed 
things..but still Kirk would have called if something had happened.. 

She glanced at the couple and realised they were staring at her with a pained smile of extreme patience, 
clearly she had blanked out again She shook her head as if to clear it of fog. 

Sorry, thank you so much for joining me. | know my request must have sounded pretty..vague over the phone 
but it was important | spoke to you both’ 

She said trying to sound like a sane rational person. 


Shelly and Stewart exchanged a look. 


‘This is about that house, isn't it? Shelly asked in a conspirational whisper glancing around in fear of being over 
heard. 

‘Yes, | was wondering if you could tell me about your time spent living there..see | have this.Friend whose 
living there now and he's been experiencing some pretty weird phenomena’ She said with a gentle smile trying 
to encourage them to trust her. 

‘You said you were some kind of expert with this sort of..phenomena' Stewart spoke up. 

‘Yes, | conducted a seance in the house a couple of days ago, | believe its.solved the issue but | just need to 
know, for future reference, what you experienced in the house’ 

She said after a waitress had brought them a fresh pot of coffee before leaving them in peace to attend to 
other tables. 

Shelly glanced at her husband again before dropping her gaze to her coffee. 

‘Well- we were only in that place for a few months.. she hesitated Morgan flashed her another encouraging 
smile and nod to coax her to continue. 

‘It was just noises at first- things being moved around a lot. then it was well visions | guess you'd call them. | 
would see this woman.in the bathroom a lot 

‘Would you ever see this woman? 

Morgan asked Stewart, he shook his head ‘No, I'd hear things but | never saw the woman.or anyone else’ 
Morgan sighed this didn't really get her anywhere, she was quite sure what she was digging around for 
anyway. it was over. 

‘So, the house is..ok now?! 

Shelly asked nervously, tucking mousy brown hair behind her ear. 

‘Yes, its cleansed! 

‘Oh thats good! 

‘Well, thank you both for agreeing to come out here to talk with me, sorry if this has been any inconvenience.. 
She slumped back in the seat. 

‘No problem, We had just wished our real estate agent had been up front with us about the Ashwood murders 
when we had bought the place’ Stewart said, slipping his coat back on preparing to leave. 

‘What?! Morgan asked feeling like a ton of bricks had been dropped on her head. 

‘Yeah, you know, Ned Ashwood- the guy who first owned the house- he murdered his wives there- I'm not 
sure if they were recovered all the bodies’ 

Morgan gaped at him, her mouth open. She had heard of the Ashwood murders before but had never 
connected them to Kirk's house, it'd be like if the black dahlia murder had occurred on the front of his 
property. 

‘Well- we better get going, it was lovely meeting you' Said Shelly, her tone more chipper now that she was 
leaving the situation and not needing to talk about the horrible house any more. 

Morgan sat there for a little while longer after they had left her mind going over everything. not sure if they 
recovered all the bodies..oh god.Kirk's party was tonight! 


Angel of Death 


‘We're going to the party’ 

Morgan announced as she strolled back into the shop interrupting Sarah from rearranging the crystals behind 
the counter. 

‘We are? Sarah had been trying to convince Morgan into going ever since they had left Kirk's place two days 
ago but she had been stubbornly refusing until now. 

‘What changed your mind? She set the crystal ball back in place and gave Morgan her full attention 

‘What do you know about the Ashwood murders? 

‘Um that they took place in like the bOs or 10s or something in Beverly Hills somewhere- why? 

‘| think they're connected to Kirk's haunting’ 

Morgan announced consulting the bookshelf looking for a book in particular. 

‘But- whatever it was you got rid of it. There shouldn't be a haunting any more' 

Morgan sighed ‘I'm not so sure- | mean | pretty much winged the whole thing not to mention | got Sakura 
possessed... 

‘Seiko! Sarah corrected, Morgan waved her hand as if to say ‘same thing’ 

‘No, When | went into a trance or whatever during the seance | saw something in the basement- some man 
covering up something. think the ghosts or whatever are of the women he murdered, some of their bodies 
weren't recovered’ She said pulling a book down off the shelf as Sarah shuddered. 

‘You mean you think that theres still bodies buried there somewhere? She asked incredulously. 

‘Yeah, | know it sounds crazy but people have been killing people in Hollywood and covering it up ever since God 
flicked on the lights or whatever! Morgan muttered as she flipped through the pages. 


‘Ok. So what are we going to wear? 


‘Cute house you got here, Hammett, little small and rustic wouldn't you say? Asked Howard Stern who had 
come dressed as plastic surgeon his date playing the role of the patient with enhanced breasts staining under 
a white shift dress and crayola marker lines marking where she was going to have a face lift. 

‘Ah yeah, you know, I'm trying to stay modest Kirk joked along still trying to get used to the fake vampire 
fangs he was wearing as part of his costume. 

‘Hey do you like it? Howard called out to Ross Halfin who had been about to snap a photo. ‘This is the career | 
should have taken. Get it? I'm a plastic surgeon’ He said gesturing to his scubs and date. 


The party was in full swing and he was pleased to see at least half of the guests had made a real effort to 
dress up for the occasion. The band was set up in the corner playing appropriately eerie chamber music, one 
man playing the Saw, wobbling the blade so it created a weird sound. 

Kirk spotted James and his girlfriend just arriving and moved over to greet them glad they had turned up. 
‘Hey, glad you could make it 

‘| like your costume’ Cat said lifting up his cape ‘Thanks, | ah like yours too.." He returned the compliment 
uncertainly not sure what exactly her costume was meant to be. 

‘Oh! I'm dead’ She explained quickly closing her eyes and sticking out her tongue. ‘Get it? ‘Yeah and I'm the one 
who killed her’ James injected ‘We're like a statistic or whatever’ He said glancing around the room trying to 


spot Lars. 


‘Well thats certainly more creative then last year when you came as yourself Kirk smiled as Cat patted 
James proudly who had just spotted the Danish drummer by the drinks table and beelined over there. 
Kirk scanned the room half hoping to see her amongst the crowd of people already gathered. He knew he 
should have called her but it had only been two days, besides she had his number too. 

‘Hey Kirk, where can | put this?! asked Craig the sound tech wielding a keg of beer. 


Morgan was forced to park her buick in a hardware stores parking lot and walk several blocks to reach Kirk's 
as there were already several cars lining both sides of the street. Sarah struggled to keep up with her. ‘Slow 
down! She whined ‘! can barely walk in this thing’. Sarah had decided to dress as the Bride of Frankenstein 
wearing a tight dress made up of strips of cloth. ‘Every second we waste someone could be getting possessed 
or killed or something! Morgan scowled as a car full of college boys drove past beeping their horn and hollering 
obscenities out the window at them. She flipped them off and then crossed with Sarah still struggling to catch 
up. 

‘Just admit it, you don't really think old man Ned Ashwood's haunting Kirks house do you? its just an excuse to 
make you feel comfortable about going back there without admitting your feelings’ Sarah caught up placing a 
hand on Morgan's shoulder whilst she steadied herself. 

‘| don't know what you're implying! She shook her off as they approached the house the yard filled with fake 
tomb stones and skeletons. 

‘Well this is appropriate’ she muttered but was deeply impressed despite herself. 

Sarah pressed the doorbell and grinned at her as they waited. Frankenstein answered the door making Sarah 
grin even wider. 

‘Hey! 

‘Hey 

Morgan rolled her eyes and moved beyond him into the house barely recognising it. It had been transformed to 
look even more haunted. She wondered how much Kirk had spent on this event as holographic ghosts circled 
the ceiling. 

‘You made it! 

She jumped, he had caught her gawking at the ceiling with her mouth open. Before she could react he swept 
her into a dramatic hug utilising his cape for added effect. Her heart leapt into her throat as he opened his 
mouth wide revealing a set of fangs and preparing to bring them down on her throat. He stopped just before 
they brushed against her neck and deftly brought her up right again, releasing her. She felt flustered and 
aroused and quickly swiped a drink off a waiter passing by. 

‘I'm glad you came' He smiled at her and she took a heavy sip nodding ‘| wouldn't miss it.Kirk there's something 
| have to~ They were interrupted as Jason hugged Kirk, thumping him on the back having just arrived. 

‘Cool party, bro! 

‘Come let me show you guys around’ Kirk offered slipping into the role of Host, he took Morgan's hand before 
she thought of drifting off. The simple gesture made her feel incredibly giddy and for the moment all thoughts 


of serial killer ghosts were banished from her mind as Kirk proudly showed off the special effects and props. 


